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ACT  I. 


Scene  I. — The  interior  of  a grand  Saloon  in  the  Palace  of  the 
Countess  of  Martigne,  which  a number  of  domestics  are 
engaged  decorating , Sfc. 

Enter  Bertrand. 

AIR  & CHORUS. — Bertrand  and  Servants. 

Two  weddings,  two  weddings,  and  both  in  one  day, 

In  duty  we’re  bound  to  be  happy  and  gay. 

In  Prance  there’s  one  king,  in  the  year  there’s  one  May, 
While  we  have  two  weddings,  both,  both  in  one  day. 

A pair  of  bridegrooms — pair  of  brides, 

Of  bridesmaid  fair  two  sets  besides ; 

A host  of  cousins  gaily  dress’d, 

Por  every  one  puts  on  his  best. 

When  beauty  and  riches  and  rank  are  invited, 

Who  would  not  be  delighted  ? 

Two  weddings,  &c.  [exeunt  r. 

Enter  Countess  and  Amelia,  l. 

Ame.  Heigho  ! would  you  believe  it,  Countess,  but  now  that 
the  moment  approaches,  which  is  to  consummate  all  my  hopes, 
I fear  a thousand  things,  and  wish  this  day  were  distant. 

Cou.  But  why,  Amelia,  why  should  you  wish  the  day  distant 
that  is  to  yield  to  your  wishes  a lover,  for  whom  all  the  women 
in  France  are  dying  ? 

Ame.  Oh  ! Matilda,  those  very  attractions  are  the  causes  of 
my  alarm ; you  know  the  notorious  gallantry  of  Felix.  I do 
not  doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  present  passion,  I but  doubt  its 
continuance,  and  wish  further  to  try  a constancy  on  which 
depends  my  future  happiness. 

Cou.  Dearest  Amelia,  how  rejoiced  am  I to  hear  you  speak 
thus.  They  approach  ; to  try  their  sincerity,  let  us  appear  to 
doubt  it ; at  the  moment  we  are  about  to  bestow  them,  let  us 
refuse  the  gifts  with  which  we  resign  our  liberty ; and  demand 
further  proofs  of  their  constancy  ere  we  consent  to  reward  it ! 

Ame.  It  shall  be  so,  Countess. 
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DUET. 

All  is  not  gold  that  glitters, 

Thus  ancient  sages  sing, 

One  swallow,  though  it  twitters, 

The  summer  will  not  bring. 

And  shall  we  think  one  word,  one  sigh, 

One  kiss,  perhaps,  when  none  are  by — 

The  heart  of  man  reveals  ? 

When  so  offc  it  deceives  and  his  falsehood  conceals. 

Those  who  their  affection  waste, 

Lose  their  dearest  treasure, 

Those  who  wed  in  over  haste, 

Oft  repent  at  leisure. 

Enter  Eelix  and  the  Pbince,  l. 

Eel.  Good  morrow  to  the  lovely  subjects  of  our  nightly 
visions;  the  sweetest  airs  of  morning  breathe  to  salute  the 
bright  objects  of  our  wishes. 

Pei.  Thus  kneeling  at  your  feet,  we  solicit  those  gifts, 
whose  value  is  inestimable. 

Cou.  Prince ! Eelix ! do  we  not  act  rashly  in  so  readily 
yielding  ? 

Ame.  Should  we  -not  have  stronger  proof  of  your  sincerity  ? 

Cou.  Most  surely ; therefore,  however  it  may  pain  us  and 
you,  prudence  compels  us  for  a while  to  forego  our  happiness, — 
prove  hut  a little  longer  constant,  and  we  are  yours  for  ever. 

Eel.  [aside.)  Confusion!  But  you  cannot  be  so  cmel,  Amelia, 
my  love  ! You  will  not,  in  one  moment,  plunge  me  from  the 
brightest  heights  or  rapture  to  the  darkest  depths  of  despair. 

Ame.  However  painful,  Eelix,  we  must  abide  by  our  deter- 
mination. 

Pei.  Countess,  Matilda ! I conjure,  I implore  you  to  abandon 
such  a rash  resolve  ! Is  this  your  resolution  ? 

Cou.  It  is ! 

Eel.  And  yours,  Amelia  ? 

Ame.  Most  certainly  f 

Eel.  Then  farewell  happiness,  perhaps  for  ever ! 

Ame.  Allow  us  to  retire  for  awhile ; the  pain  of  a trial, 
which  nothing  but  its  necessity  would  tempt  us  to  impose  on 
our  lovers,  overcomes  us.  In  the  solitude  of  our  chambers  we 
shall  find  relief. 

[exeunt  Cou.  and  Ame.,  e,  but  shortly  after  re-appea/r^ 
and  remain  unobserved  in  the  background , 


DUET  & QUAETET. 

Pei.  Good,  very  good.  What  think  you,  man, 

Of  this  ingenious,  charming  plan  ? 

Eel.  I think  it  proves  the  ladies  true. 

Pei.  Then  too  much  love  -will  ne’er  hurt  you. 

Eor  nought  our  wedding  to  delay, 

And  on  the  very  wedding  day ! 

Conduct  most  unfair, 

More  than  I can  hear, 

I must  say ! 

Eel.  Eor  nought,  &c. 

[when  loth  have  sung  the  repeat , they  sing  it  together. 

Eel.  My  Prince,  perhaps  a notion  strikes  you — 

Are  you  quite  sure  the  Countess  likes  you  ? 

I mean  yourself — face,  figure,  heart — 

Considered  from  your  rank  apart  ? 

Pei.  My  friend,  perhaps  a notion  strikes  you, 

Are  you  quite  sure  Amelia  likes  you  ? 

Suppose  a Prince  the  maid  should  woo, 

The  pref ’rence  would  she  give  to  you  ? 

Botk-  Th/countess  | 1 am  S11re  is  true' 

My  mistress  I will  never  doubt, 

Unless  I find  her  falsehood  out ; 

The  fool  who  harbours  fancies  vain, 

May  thank  himself  for  all  his  pain. 

Pei.  The  Countess  is  peerless ! 

Eel.  Amelia’s  divine ! 

Pei.  Well,  you’ve  your  opinion. 

Eel.  I also  have  mine. 

Pei.  Come  then  the  chaste  Amelia’s  truth  to  prove, 

To  her,  with  your  permission,  I’ll  make  love. 

Eel.  And  I,  if  ’tis  agreeable  to  you, 

Will  in  return  the  spotless  Countess  woo. 

Pei.  Sf  Eel.  The  plan’s  absurd ! But  still — agreed ! 

Cou.  Ame.  A very  clever  scheme  indeed. 

Pei.  Eel.  Oh,  the  sport  will  be  most  glorious, 

• Surely  I shall  be  victorious  ; 

Let  us  now  the  game  begin, 

You  to  lose,  and  I to  win. 

Con.  Sf  Ame.  Modest  creatures,  not  vain  glorious  ! 

Certain  both  to  be  victorious— 

Do  not  yet  to  laugh  begin, 

Those  the  longest  laugh  who  win. 

[exeunt  Eel,  e.  Pei.  l. 
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Countess  and  Amelia  come  forward. 

Cou.  So  a very  pretty  plot  they  have  laid;  it  proves  however 
they  love  us  ; — to  try  them  further,  do  you  appear  to  yield  to 
the  Prince.  I’ll  do  the  same  to  helix.  We  must  punish  them 
a little  for  daring  to  doubt  us. 

Ame.  They  are  two  very  pretty  swains,  upon  my  word. 

Coir.  Away ! helix  returns ; I shall  meet  him  here,  you  in 
the  meantime  can  encounter  the  Prince,  and  it  is  strange  if  we 
can’t  punish  these  gentlemen  as  they.  [exit  Ame.  l. 

Enter  Pelix,  e. 

Pel.  Ha  ! the  Countess  P How  it  rejoices  me,  lovely  lady, 
to  find  you  alone ; heaven  knows  I have  too  long  wished  for 
such  an  opportunity.  I come  to  disclose  to  you  all  my  madness — 
my  misery. 

DUET. — Pelix  and  Countess. 

Pel.  A secret  I have  that  consumes  me, 

To  deepest  unhappiness  dooms  me, 

Ho  words  can  express 
The  poignant  distress. 

Cou.  Yours  seems  a most  terrible  case  I confess. 

Indeed,  sir,  you  move  me  to  pity, 

A gentleman,  brave,  wise,  and  witty, 

Thus  sadly  to  sigh, 

And  almost  to  cry. 

Pel.  Ah,  me  ! I may  do  something  worse  by  and  by. 

Cou.  Whence  comes  this  overwhelming  pain  ? 

Pel.  All,  madam,  all,  I will  explain, 

In  words  most  humble  but  true — 

The  Prince  adores  Amelia — I love  you. 

On  the  waves  of  frenzy  tost, 

I am  ruin’d,  wreck’d,  and  lost, 

In  a most  unworthy  fashion, 

Unless  you  will  show  compassion. 

You  don’t  look  angry  ? 

Cou.  Ho — ah— -no  ! 

Pel.  How’s  that  ? 

Cou.  Because — I — hut  not  so — 

’Tis  terrible—  but  very  true. 

Though  plighted  to  the  prince,  I love — love — you. 
By  the  fates  I’m  sadly  crossed, 

All  my  happiness  is  lost, 

And  I fear  I own  my  passion 
In  a most  unseeming  fashion. 

Pel.  On  the  waves  of  frenzy  tost, 

I was  ruin’d,  wreck’d,  and  lost, 

In  a most  unseemly  fashion, 

Till  you  kindly  show’ d compassion. 


Your  honied  words  have  hid  me  live, 

Yet  if  some  token  you  would  give, 

That  scarf — I’d  wear  it  for  your  sake. 

Cou.  I cannot  grant — 

Pel.  Then  I can  take — 

You  don’t  refuse, 

Coun.  I don’t  consent. 

I may  refuse. 

Pel.  Then  you’ll  relent. 

That  smile,  those  eyes  with  nought  hut  kindness  shine, 
The  scarf,  they  tell  me,  is  already  mine. 

Cou.  Farewell,  too  dang’rous  man,  the  scarf  is  thine. 

[ gives  him  the  scarf. 

Fare  thee  well,  I must  away, 

There  is  peril  in  thine  eyes, 

In  thy  words,  too,  danger  lies, 

And  the  maid  who  would  he  free, 

Fr6m  thy  power  can  only  flee — 

Fare  thee  well,  I dare  not  stay. 

Fel.  ."Noble  lady,  stay,  oh  stay, 

Nor  withdraw  those  sparkling  eyes, 

That  outshine  the  starlit  skies, 

Let  them  still  in  pity  see, 

This  poor  slave  who  once  was  free. 

Wherefore  should’ st  thou  haste  away. 

[the  Cou.  hurries  off, \ k. 
Fel.  Yes,  I fancy  there  are  few  women  could  be  cruel  to  me  ; 
she  has  yielded it  was  a matter  of  course.  I have  the  scarf; — 
it  is  no  more  than  I expected. 

RECIT.  and  ARIA. — Felix. 

If  any  one  were  near, 

If  any  one  my  voice  could  hear, 

My  private  thoughts  I’d  keep, 

In  my  bosom  buried  deep — 

Fast  asleep. 

Rut  now  I’ll  be  candid,  because  there’s  no  doubt, 

That  a man  to  himself  has  a right  to  speak  out. 

To  me  are  ladies  always  kind, 

I know  not  why  ’tis  so, 

Rut  this  full  well  I know, 

Rright  glances  everywhere  I find. 

Perhaps  the  charm  is  in  my  face, 

Perhaps  I deftly  flatter  ; 

Perhaps  I have  a certain  grace — 

How  is’t  ? It  does  not  matter. 

Perhaps  it  is  my  style  of  dress, 

Or  something  in  my  air, 

That  makes  the  coyest  fair 
My  wond’rous  winning  power  confess. 
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Where’er  my  comely  self  appears, 

Scar’d  rivals  quail  before  me,  % 

And  thus  acknowledge  by  their  fears, 

That  ladies  must  adore  me.  [exit. 

Scene  II. — A Chamber . Enter  Peince,  i. 

Pei.  Here  he  comes,  poor  fellow,  little  dreaming  that  the 
Amelia  he  thought  doated  on  him,  has  given  me  the  locket  she 
this  morning  refused  to  his  entreaties.  What  shall  I say  to 
him  ? I must  break  it  out  somehow  ; it’s  really  a delicate 
subject.  It  certainly  is  extremely  painful,  yet  I must  do  it. 

Enter  Felix. 

DtJET. — Peince  and  Felix. 

Pei.  Do  not  falter — speak,  man,  speak  ! 

Fel.  Hay,  the  ice  is  hard  to  break. 

Pur.  That  you  have  fail’d,  of  course  I guess  ; 

You  may  as  well  the  truth  confess  ! 

Fel.  I told  the  Countess  -that  for  her  I burn’d. 

Pei.  Exactly  so  ; and  she  your  passion  spurned. 

Fel.  Oh,  no — oh,  no — my  passion  is  returned. 

Pei.  Betum’d  ! return’d  ! 

Fel.  Oh,  yes — oh,  yes — my  passion  is  return’d. 

Pei.  Sir,  a strange  mistake  you  make  ; 

Sir,  a liberty  you  take. 

Have  a care,  sir,  have  a care ; 

To  affront  me  do  not  dare. 

When  a person  of  my  station 
Is  arous’d  to  indignation, 

Let  meaner  mortals  all  beware. 

Fel.  Prince,  no  blunder  do  I make ; 

Prince,  no  liberty  I take. 

And  to  speak  the  truth  I dare, 

To  all  people,  anywhere ; 

And  I feel  no  obligation 
To  condition,  rank,  or  station. 

For  empty  threats  I do  not  care. 

Pei.  Well,  I’ll  be  cool. 

Fel.  And  so  will  I. 

Pei.  ’Tis  rather  hard. 

Fel.  At  least  we’ll  try. 

Pei.  The  Countess  own’d  her  love  to  you 
In  words — 

Fel.  In  words  and  glances  too. 

Pei.  I’m  told  to  think  the  Countess  can  deceive — 

And  you  I most  implicitly  believe. 

Fel.  Hay  further  proof  I have  to  give, 

This  scarf  methinks,  produces  it)  this  scarf  you  know. 
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Pei.  That  scarf ! No ! Yes ! This  is  indeed  a blow. 

Oh  despair,  dismay,  confusion, 

Here’s  an  end  to  love’s  illusion  ; 

Out  on  woman  and  her  wiles  ! — 

Worst  of  all — the  rascal  smiles  ! 

Pel.  I could  pity  his  confusion, 

Lost  to  him  is  life’s  illusion, 

Love  for  him  has  snares  and  wiles, 

While  on  me  he  blandly  smiles. 

My  lord,  endure  misfortune  like  a man. 

To  solace  you — - 
Pei.  Be  hanged ! 

Pel.  Whate’er  I can 

I’ll  do — 

Pei.  Be  burn’d,  or  drown’d,  or  shot ! 

Pel.  Indeed  sir,  I commiserate  your  lot, 

Pew  maids  with  my  Amelia  can  compare 
Perfection,  such  as  her’s  is  rare. 

Pei.  Amelia  ! ah,  I have  you  there, 

Use  all  your  eyes.  This  trinket  do  you  see  ? 

[ shows  locket . 

Pel.  Amelia’s  locket ! No  it  cannot  be  ; 

Pei.  Indeed  it  is — ’twas  giv’n  by  her  to  me, 

’Tis  of  her  love  a certain  token. 

Pel.  Ah  me,  my  heart — 

Pei.  As  well  as  mine  ; 

Both.  Is  broken ! 

Pei.  <$f  Pel.  Come,  come  to  my  arms,  in  affliction  we’re  brothers, 
The  ladies  we  worship  are  just  like  the  others ; 

This  terrible  sex, 

Was  fashion’d  to  vex. 

Poor  soft-hearted  man,  and  his  mind  to  perplex ; 
The  wisest  is  he,  his  affection  who  smothers. 

[The  Cou.  and  Ame.  appear . 
Pel.  I am  rightly  served;  but  I will  swear  an  eternal 
hatred  to  the  sex — plunge  into  the  deepest  solitudes  of  some 
gloomy  forest,  and  turn  hermit ! 

Pei.  Ha!  ha  I ha!  the  gay  handsome  Pelix  turn  hermit, 
now  I’ll  do  better ; I will  act  more  wisely ! I will  swear  per- 
petual love  to  the  sex : I will  become  a votary  of  pleasure ! I 
will  assume  the  disguise  of  a wandering  troubadour,  and  like  a 
summer  bee,  making  sweet  music  as  I rove  along  I’ll  sip  honey 
from  every  flower  that  rises  in  my  path  to  greet  me.  Come 
Pelix,  forswear  turning  hermit,  and  join  me  in  my  pilgrimage ; 
you’ll  find  it  more  genial  to  your  habits,  and  more  pleasant  to 
Pel.  I am  content ; it  shall  be  so ; I’ll  aid  you  in  your 
laudable  designs,  come  brother  in  misfortune,  partner  in  care, 
let  us  hasten  to  prepare  for  our  departure.  [retires  up. 
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Countess  and  Amelia  come  forward. 

Cou.  A very  pious  and  praise-worthy  resolution,  truly ! 
Ame.  Yes,  it  is,  but  it  won’t  be  quite  complete  unless  we 
join  in  it. 

QUAETET. 

Pei.  Sf  Fel.  Of  troubadours  a tuneful  pair, 

O’er  bill  and  vale  we’ll  rove, 

And  seek  a land  where  maids  are  fair, 

Yet  not  too  false  for  love, 

Beneath  the  merry  greenwood  tree 
Life  is  free. 

Cou.  Sf  Ame.  Of  gipsy  maids  a wily  pair, 

O’er  bill  and  dale  we’ll  rove, 

And  plague  them  both,  for  all  is  fair 
In  war,  we’re  told,  and  love, 

Beneath  the  merry  greenwood  tree 
Life  is  free. 

Scene  III. — Part  of  the  village  of  Martigne ; Jeannette’s  cottage 
stands  e.,  Bailie’s  dwelling  l.,  at~each  side  of  the  stage  are 
two  arbours , and  at  the  bach  of  the  stage  a Fountain  ; entrances 
to  the  village  on  either  side  at  the  bach. — Enter  villagers  who 
group  themselves  under  Jeannette’s  window. 

CHOETJS  OF  VILLAGEES. 

Queen  of  the  roses,  queen  of  the  May, 

We  hasten  thus  early  our  homage  to  pay. 

The  skylark  sang  loudly  to  summon  us  here ; 

Ob  ne’er  did  bis  voice  sound  so  thrilling  and  clear, 
May  all  thy  days  be  bright  as  this, 

May  all  thy  hours  be  sleep’d  in  bliss, 

Lovely  queen  of  flow’ry  May  ! 

[Jea.  appears  at  window. 

Jea.  A thousand  thanks  kind  neighbours  take, 

My  heart  it  much  rejoices, 

To  find  this  smiling  morning  wake 
Mid  sounds  of  cheerful  voices  ; 

Thanks,  thanks  alone,  poor  I can  give, 

That  they  are  hearty  you’ll  believe. 

[Bai.  at  window. 

Bai.  This  uproar  at  this  hour  to  make, 

"With  such  untuneful  voices, 

Are  you  aware  who  ’tis  you  wake 
With  your  infernal  noises  ; 

Begone  at  once,  or  you’ll  receive 

What  you’ll  remember,  while  you  live. 
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Queen  of  the  roses,  queen  of  the  May, 

We  hasten  thus  early  our  homage  to  pay, 

The  skylark  sang  loudly  to  summon  us  here  ; 

Oh  ne’er  did  his  voice  sound  so  thrilling  and  clear, 
Lovely  queen  of  flow’ry  May  ! 

Jea.  Wealthier  queens  than  the  queen  of  the  May, 

Such  homage  of  love  would  more  fitly  repay ; 

Eor  never  did  subjects  more  loyal  appear, 

Than  those  whose  clear  voices  thus  early  I hear 
Welcoming  the  flow’ry  May ! 

Bai.  We’ve  had  quite  enough  of  it,  off  rogues — away, 
You’ll  some  of  you  smart,  if  much  longer  you  stay, 
You  all  have  been  drinking  too  early  its  clear, 

A Bailie  won’t  have  any  skylarking  here, 

Off  you  noisy  rogues — away  ! 

Villager,  You  will  not  fail  to  join  us  Jeannette  ? 

Jea.  No,  dear  neighbours1;  in  an  hour,  unless  anything 
occurs,  I shall  be  all  ready. 

[Jea.  and  Bai.  retire  from  window,  and  Villagers  exit 
singing  chorus, 

Enter  Lucas,  l. 

Luc.  What  a breather — a plague  take  all  hills  I say — I’ve 
had  a pretty  decent  fag  this  morning — but  the  sight  of  my 
native  village,  and  my  dear  J eannette’s  cottage,  repays  me  for 
all  my  toils,  I wonder  whether  she’s  up,  I’ve  a great  mind  to 
knock,  eh  ! why  the  door  opens,  Jeannette  appears ; — I’ll  lie  in 
ambuscade,  and  wait  for  an  opportunity. 

[retires  to  bach  ground. 

Enter  Jeannette  from  cottage , l. 

Jea.  Heigho!  another  year  has  passed,  and  still  no  tidings 
of  Lucas ; foolish  boy,  why  did  he  leave  his  native  village,  where 
he  was  so  secure  and  happy,  to  plunge  into  all  the  dangers  of 
war  ? I dare  say  if  he  isn’t  killed  they’ve  made  a captain  of 
him. 

DUET  and  TEIO. 

Luc.  Peep  bo ! 

Jea.  Who’s  that  ? 

Luc.  Nay  do  not  scream, 

I’m  not  so  dangerous  as  I seem. 

Jea.  What  Lucas  from  the  wars  come  back  ? 

Luc.  You’ll  know  me  by  this  hearty  smack ! [hisses  her, 

Jea.  Oh  fie ! 
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Nay  why  ? 

' We  loved  each  other  years  ago, 

I am  not  changed,'  are  you  ? 

Oh ! no. 

The  hero  of  many  a story, 

I’m  crown’d  with  the  laurels  of  glory, 

Tor  ages  will*  flourish  my  name, 

Thro’  vast  countries  I’ve  rang’d, 

But  my  heart  is  not  chang’d, 

Just  try  it — you’ll  find  it  the  same. 

I’ll  listen  with  joy  to  your  story, 

I’ll  bask  in  the  rays  of  your  glory, 

And  gladly  accept  your  dear  name, 

Lor  my  heart  is  not  chang’d, 

From  its  first  love  estranged, 

Just  try  it — you’ll  find  it  the  same. 

And  something  great,  doubtless,  you  have  become  ? 

I have. 

A general  ? 

No — not  quite. 

A captain  ? 

Not  exactly  right. 

No — as  a sergeant  comes  your  Lucas  home. 

Most  wonderful ! 

But  strictly  true. 

And  only  think,  I’m  quite  as  great  as  you, 

I soon  shall  be  a queen ! 

A queen  ! what’s  that  you  say  ? 

Yes,  Queen  of  the  Festival — Queen  of  the  May. 

Oh,  yes  ! that  is  all  very  well  in  its  way. 

Such  queens  must  be  pretty  and  virtuous,  we’re  told. 
And  ten  hundred  crowns  I shall  have,  all  in  gold. 

Ten  hundred ! — one  thousand ! — 

And  all  in  bright  gold  ! 

Oh,  let  these  fond  arms  my  belov’d  one  enfold ! 

[he  embraces  her  and  attempts  to  hiss  hery  while  she 
coquetishly  resists  him. 

Enter  Bailie. 

Another  kiss — another  kiss, 

’Twill  suit  a moment  such  as  this; 

Those  lips  so  pretty  and  so  soft, 

To  roses  I have  liken’d  oft, 

And  now  they  tell  me  news  so  rare, 

They’re  rubies — nothing  else,  I swear. 

Nay,  prithee — pray — enough  of  this 
Such  conduct  I shall  take  amiss ; 

A maiden’s  heart,  they  tell  me  oft, 

Should  not  too  tender  seem — too  soft. 


My  inclinations  I declare — 

But  still.  I say,  forbear — forbear. 

Bai.  What’s  this  ? a hug,  a squeeze,  a kiss  ! 

You’re  getting  rather  forward,  miss. 

Those  who  are  proudly  perch’d  aloft, 

Are  doom’d  to  heavy  tumbles  oft ; 

So  have  a care,  miss,  have  a care, 

Or  you  shall  lose  the  prize,  I swear  ! 

Jea.  Lord,  your  worship,  don’t  you  know  ? only  my  brother 
just  returned  from  the  wars. 

Bai.  Prom  the  wars  ? Why  he  seems  to  be  in  the  wars 
now,  for  he’s  attacking  you.  But  I never  heard  you  had  a 
brother ; I hope  you  don’t  mean  to  cozen  me  with  your  rela- 
tions, girl  ? You  seem  very  fond  of  your  sister,  soldier  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  sir,  very  fond  of  her ; bless  her  little  heart,  I love 
her  dearly. 

Bai.  Well,  as  you  are  her  brother,  you’ve  just  come  in  time 
to  give  your  consent  to  my  marriage  with  her. 

Luc.  What ! your  marriage  with  Jeannette  ? Death  and 
destruction ! as  we  say  in  the  artillery.  Jeannette,  how  is  this? 

Jea.  Oh,  it  is.  very  true,  brother ; his  worship  is  going  to 
bestow  upon  me,  to-day,  the  garland  of  the  Rosiere,  which 
entitles  me  to  a thousand  crowns  and  the  object  of  my  choice, 
Lucas,  and  then  I’ve  promised  to  consider  his  worship’s  pre- 
tensions, and  take  pity  on  him. 

Luc.  An  old  rascal  like  that,  who  ought  to  be  put  on  the 
superannuation  list.  I’ll  cut  you  in  half,  and  give  you  no 
quarter. 

Bai.  Oh,  Lord ! Oh,  Lord  ! here’s  a desperate  dog  ! 

Jea.  Don’t  be  afraid  of  him,  your  worship,  he’s  only  angry 
at  my  going  to  be  married,  for  he  wants  me  to  die  an  old  maid. 

Luc.  No,  I’ll  be  hanged  if  I do ! 

Bai.  {aside.)  I’ll  bluster  a bit;  I will  as  I am  Bailie  of 
Martigne  ! Hark  ye,  fellow,  do  you  know  who  I am  ? 

Luc.  Yes ; you’re  a spy  in  spectacles  ! 

Bai.  A spy,  fellow  ! I am  an  officer  of  the  court,  and  I’ll 
bring  you  to  corporal  punishment,  villain ! 

Luc.  What ! bring  a sergeant  to  corporal  punishment ! Let 
me  go,  Jeannette;  I’ll  make  mince  meat  of  him!  let  me  go, 
Jeannette. 

Bai.  No  don’t,  Jeannette ! 

Luc.  Let  me  loose. 

Bai.  No  ; hold  him  tight.  When  was  Bailie  of  Martigne 
ever  treated  thus  ? Never  mind  him ; I’ll  bid  you  good-bye, 
rosebud — I’ll  go. 

Jea.  Oh ! do  your  worship ; I’ll  soon  find  means  to  bring 
him  round  when  you  are  gone. 


16 


Luc.  You  will,  will  you  ? Miss  Jeannette,  I question  that 
very  much  ! I’m  not  so  easily  taken  in. 

Bai.  Bemember  the  thousand  crowns,  lily  flower ; remember 
the  garland  of  the  Bosiere ; and,  above  all,  don’t  forget  your 
husband. 

Jea.  I’ll  not  forget,  your  worship. 

Luc.  Be  off,  you  old  scoundrel. 

Bai.  Oh,  Lord  ! yes,  I’m  going — I — I — I’m  gone. 

[exit  into  cottage. 

Jea.  {coming  coaxingly  towards  him.)  Lucas  ! 

Luc.  (sulkily.)  Oh  ! you  deserter ! you  breaker  of  treaties  ! 
as  we  say  in  war. 

Jea.  Ha  ! ha  ! ha ! Why  you  jealous,  stupid  creature. 

Luc.  You  may  laugh  ; but  it’s  no  laughing  matter.  I wish 
I had  been  killed  in  battle  the  last  time  I defeated  the  enemy. 

Jea.  Why  you  surely  cannot  think  I mean  to  marry  that 
teazing  old  fool  of  a Bailie. 

Luc.  Why,  what  am  I to  think  ? 

Jea.  That  you’re  a blockhead ; you  can’t  see  through  a plot 
a child  might  unravel.  Why  you  stupid,  jealous  pated  creature, 
couldn’t  you  conceive  that  my  object  in  giving  the  Baillie  hopes, 
was  only  to  secure  the  prize  of  the  thousand  crowns  from  one  I 
despise,  to  bestow  it  on  one  I love. 

Luc.  May  I believe  you  ? you  arn’t  making  a false  signal, 
are  you  ? Is  it  indeed  so  ? Then  egad,  I’m  so  happy — this 
should  be  honoured  with  a salute.  [ going  to  kiss  her „ 

Jea.  Hot  now,  madcap,  we  shall  be  observed;  for  the  present 
you  must  retire ; this  evening  you  can  meet  me  again. 

Luc.  At  what  hour  ? 

Jea.  Hine  o’clock. 

Luc.  Where  ? 

Jea.  Under  the  oak  tree,  there. 

Luc.  I’ll  obey  orders,  and,  in  the  meantime,  if  you’ll  get 
your  prize  money  from  the  Bosiere,  and  I get  my  prize  money 
from  Paris,  we  shall  be  as  rich  as  kings,  and  happy  as  queens ; 
so  good-bye,  good-bye  ; mind,  nine  oclock ! [exit  l. 

Jea.  There  he  goes,  bless  him ! Oh,  I’m  so  happy  he  has 
returned ; but,  dear  heart,  how  I have  idled  the  time  away. 

BALLAD. 

How  long  have  I sigh’d  for  my  lover, 

And  fear’d  that  he  never  would  come, 

But  now  all  my  trouble  is  over, 

He  safely  returns  to  his  home  ; 

The  bullets  have  left  him  unharm’d, 

Prom  marks  of  the  sword  he  is  free, 

What’s  more  no  strange  damsel  has  charm’d 
A heart  that  beats  only  for  me. 


How  oft  while  abroad  he  was  wand’ringj 
And  news  has  brought  home  from  afar, 

I trembled  with  anxiously  pond’ring 
On  changes  of  love  and  of  war ; 

In  battle  perchance  he  was  slain, 

Inconstant  perchance  he  might  be, 

Oh ! all  these  misgivings  were  vain, 

He  lives  and  lives  only  for  me. 

[the  sound  of  lutes  heard. 

Jea.  Hey!  I hear  the  sound  of  lutes;  some  wandering 
minstrels  come  this  way troubadours,  as  I live — how  noble 
their  gait ; how  elegant  their  attire.  Dear  heart,  what  hand- 
some men  ! [retires  to  door. 

Enter  Pbince  and  Felix,  disguised  as  troubadours . 

Fel.  What  a lovely  scene  is  here,  my  friend ; how  soft  are 
the  breezes — how  bright  the  skies  ! — the  gentle  murmur  of  the 
waters — the  balmy  breathing  of  the  flowers — the  melodious 
warblings  of  the  birds ; I forget  the  crimes  of  cities,  the  false- 
hood of  Amelia,  and  am  only  alive  to  the  beauties  of  nature. 
Methinks  as  I gaze  around  me,  that  we  are  once  more  in 
Arcadia.  Does  it  not  strike  you  so,  Prince,  as  you  contemplate 
the  charms  of  the  landscape,  and  the  innocent  shepherdesses 
that  adorn  it  ? 

Pei.  No;  for  I recollect  that  wherever  there  are  shep- 
herdesses, there  too  are  shepherds ; but  we  waste  that  time  in 
moralizing,  that  should  be  spent  in  adventure.  Let  us  strike 
our  lutes,  and  endeavour  to  attract  the  notice  of  some  of  the 
maidens  of  this  village. 

Fel.  We  have  no  occasion;  here  I already  behold  one,  and 
alone,  too!  how  fortunate!  she  is  at  her  spinning-wheel.  What 
a delightful  subject  for  her  first  essay  ! 

Pei.  Charming ! 

Fel.  Let  us  haste  to  salute  her. 

Pei.  Ah ! we  will  not  lose  a moment. 

Fel.  My  dear ! [advances  towards  Jea. 

Pei.  [aside.)  My  love  ! his  dear,  indeed. 

Jea.  (curtseying.)  Your  honours  ! 

Fel.  What  means  the  gaiety  that  now  exists  in  the  village? 

Jea  . It  is  the  fete  of  the  Rosiere ; it  begins  to-day,  and 
to-morrow  the  chosen  maiden  will  be  presented  at  the  chateaux. 

Fel.  I have  heard  of  this  fete;  surely  one  so  pretty  as 
yourself,  cannot  fail  of  obtaining  the  prize. 

Pei.  Oh,  no ! for  where  can  we  find  one  more  charming  than 
you.  (aside.)  how  forward  Felix  is, — there’s  no  edging  a word 
in  for  him. 

Fel.  Do  you  not  long  to  obtain  the  rose  which  will  at  once 
bestow  on  you  a fortune  and  a husband  ? 

• - “'iJ-  *w'f 
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Jea.  I do,  indeed,  your  honours. 

Pet.  I suppose  you  have  already  some  chosen  youth  in  your 
eye  ? 

Jea.  (looking  significantly .)  Oh,  yes ! that  I have  ! 

Pel.  (aside.)  She  means  me  ; I am  the  favoured  youth  ! 

Pei.  (aside.)  Oh ! I have  made  an  impression  on  her  already. 
Pel.  So  charming  a girl  must  have  many  admirers  ? 

Jea.  I have  only  two. 

Pei.  No  more  ? Oh,  yes,  you  have  ; in  me  you  behold  one. 
Pel.  Aye,  and  in  me,  sweet  girl.  I have  seen  you  hut  for 
a moment,  and  already  I love  you  an  age. 

Pei.  I have  loved  you  twenty  ages,  (aside.)  Curse  it ! how 
warm  he  is.  "What  is  your  name,  sweet  innocence  ? 

Pel.  Aye,  what  is  your  name,  bright  loveliness  ? 

Jea.  Jeannette,  your  honour. 

Pel.  Jeannette  ! it  is  a charming  one. 

Pei.  Charming ! zounds ! it  is  a heavenly  one  ! 

PINALE. 

Pei.  Sf  Pel.  You’re  fond  of  music,  I can  tell. 

Jea.  ’Tis  my  delight. 

Pei.  Sf  Pel.  The  minstrel  you  could  love  as  well  ? 

Jea.  I am  not  sure  it  would  he  right, 

But,  if  you  please,  I will  enquire. 

Pei.  Pel.  By  Jove,  she  sets  my  heart  on  fire ! 

Pei.  Charming  maid,  I how  before  you  ! 

Pel.  Sylvan  goddess,  I adore  you ! 

Jea.  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  mercy,  I pray — 

Language  like  this  I ne’er  heard  till  to-day. 

A poor  simple  maid, 

I feel  almost  afraid, 

When  thus  with  such  flattering  words  you  address  me, 
Leave  off,  gentle  sirs,  or  you’ll  greatly  distress  me. 
Pei.  Sf  Pel.  (each  directing  her  to  himself.) 

This  way,  "not  that  way,  no,  this  way,  I pray, 
Beauty  like  yours  I could  worship  all  day ; 

Nay,  don’t  he  afraid, 

Most  adorable  maid, 

If  aught  that  he  says,  or  he  does,  should  distress  you, 
Bemember,  I’m  here — let  no  terror  possess  you. 

Cou.  and  Ame.  a/ppear  at  lack  as  gypsies. 
Con.  Look,  look  yonder ! Did  you  ever  ? 

Ame.  I see  plainly.  No,  I never ! 

Cou.  They’ve  already  begun  their  infamous  game. 

Ame.  Attacking  that  poor,  simple  girl — what  a shame ! 

Pei.  (showing  locket.)  This  trinket  to  accept  you’ll  deign. 

Jea.  Such  finery  would  make  me  vain. 

Cou.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  yoiw: locket  changes  hands  again. 


Pel.  This  foolish  scarf  I hardly  dare- 

Jea.  That  heats  the  other,  I declare. 

Ahe.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  that  scarf  will  other  shoulders  wear. 
Cou.  Sf  Ame.  Were  I not  my  temper  losing, 

I should  find  this  game  amusing. 

Oh ! what  idiots  men  can  he — 

Silly  creatures,  too,  are  we. 

Pri.  8f  Pel.  Country  life  I find  amusing, 

Blues  and  megrims  quickly  losing. 

Oh  ! if  all  are  fair  as  she, 

This  a paradise  must  be  ! 

Jei.  ( hewing  taken  gifts , aside.) 

I should  vex  them  by  refusing, 

’Tis  alarming — ’tis  amusing — 

“What  the  end  of  this  will  be, 

We  shall  see — yes,  we  shall  see. 

If  more  I see,  I’m  certain  I shall  drop  ; 

This  nonsense  we  at  once  must  stop. 

Young  damsel — [they  come  forward. 

Two  gypsies ! the  wanderers  I greet ; 
Our  fete  without  gypsies  were  scarce  complete. 
With  silver  cross  the  gypsy’s  hand, 

Who  can  both  fates  and  stars  command  ; 

And  who,  if  you  will  lend  a listening  ear, 

Will  warn  you  of  a danger  threat’ning  near ! 

A danger ! oh,  what  should  I have  to  fear  ? 

Pri.  § Pel.  They’re  sadly  in  the  way,  that’s  very  clear. 

Enter  Bailie  and  Villagers. 

Bai.  The  gypsies  ! your  bams  and  your  stables  lock  fast, 

You  know  what  they  did  when  they  honour’d  us  last ; 
Por  poultry  and  pigs  they’ve  a charm  every  one, 

So  sharply  look  out  ere  the  mischief  is  done. 

Chorus  of  Villagers. 

The  gypsies,  the  gypsies,  the  gypsies  at  last, 

They’ll  tell  us  the  future,  the  present,  the  past ; 

Young  maids  who  have  sweethearts,  young  lads  who 
have  none — 

The  gypsies  bring  news  for  you  every  one. 

Cotj.  to  Jea.  Mark  me  well,  mark  me  well, 

A tale  I could  in  secret  tell, 

Thou  in  fearful  peril  art, 

I would  speak  to  thee  apart. 

Jea.  How  you  frighten  me,  dear  heart. 

Cou.  Sf  Ame.  Attend  to  us  and  nought  you  have  to  dread. 

Pri.  Sf  Pel.  I wish  they  had  been  somewhere  else  instead. 
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ENSEMBLE. 

Lea.  Come,  come  to  my  cottage  and  rest  ye  awhile, 

I know  yon  have  travell’d  for  many  a dull  mile* 

As  long  as  it  suits  you  my  guests  pray  remain, 

Your  kind  admonitions  shall  not  be  in  vain. 

Cou.^Ame.  ‘WVll  come  to  your  cottage  and  rest  us  awhile, 
We’ve  toil’d  and  we’ve  plodded  for  many  a dull  mile, 
And  if  you’ll  allow  us  your  guests  to  remain, 

Some  counsel  we’ll  give  you  that  will  not  he  in  vain. 
Pei.  Sf  Pel.  Our  sport  these  Bohemians  have  spoilt  for  awhile, 
How  soon  such  impostors  young  hearts  can  beguile  ; 

No  matter,  I’ll  seek  an  occasion  again, 

And  next  time  I sue  it  shall  not  he  in  vain. 

Bai.  They  go  to  the  cottage,  they  chuckle  and  smile, 

Her  hens  and  her  chickens  they  mean  to  beguile ; 

Those  girls  to  he  wise  are  admonish’d  in  vain ; 

They’re  sure  to  return  to  their  follies  again. 

Cho.  Our  queen  must  he  first ; we’ll  have  patience  awhile, 
Then  learn  if  Dame  Portune  upon  us  will  smile  ; 

And  whether  the  future  brings  pleasure  or  pain, 

Long  live  our  young  queen,  may  she  merrily  reign  ! 

[exit  Jea.  into  cottage , followed  by  Cou.  and  Ame. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT  II. 


Scene  I. — Same  as  last  Scene  in  Act  I. 

Enter  Count  Felix. 

Fel.  The  image  of  that  lovely  peasant  maid  is  still  before 
me.  Whatsoe’er  I do,  I cannot  for  my  troubled  heart  regain  its 
wonted  freedom.  What  a change  is  this  ? 

► 

BALLAD. 

Lovely,  lovely  peasant  maiden, 

Deign  to  bless  me  with  a smile ; 

This  poor  heart  with  grief  is  laden, 

Let  it  taste  of  joy  awhile. 

In  thy  glance  is  healing  power, 

That  can  soothe  the  bitt’rest  pain, 

Cheer  with  light  the  darkest  hour- — 

Peasant  maiden,  smile  again. 

At  the  feet  of  high  born  beauty 
I have  oft  imploring  knelt, 

Bringing  worship  as  a duty, 

Bow’d  by  feelings  never  felt. 

But  those  smiles  a lesson  give, 

Which  I have  not  leam’d  in  vain, 

Love  I feel  within  me  live ; 

Peasant  maiden,  smile  again. 

Enter  Phince. 

Pei.  Well  Felix,  we  begin  famously;  a very  charming 
girl ! This  affair  you  will  of  course  leave  to  me. 

Fel.  Why  so  ? 

Pei.  My  rank,  I should  think,  entitles  me  to  the  preference, 
were  there  no  other  consideration. 

Fel.  Your  rank  ! That  I should  think  would  be  the  very 
reason  why  you  should  resign  her  to  me.  Surely  you  as  a 
prince,  should  not  condescend  to  have  anything  to  do  with  a 
peasant  girl  ? With  me  now,  the  case  is  quite  different. 

Pei.  Yery  true — but  I always  happened  to  have  a very 
great  partiality  for  anything  pastoral ! I was  always  extremely 
fond  of  shepherdesses  ; I like  innocence,  you  know.  . 

Fel.  So  do  I. 

Pei.  Then  you  won’t  yield  your  pretensions  ? 

Fel.  Positively  not ! 
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Pei.  I love  this  girl,  and  will  not  resign  her  hut  with  life ! 
You  understand  me,  I presume  ? 

Pel.  Certainly  not ; I love  her  too — hut  I won’t  cut  my 
friend’s  throat  for  her.  No,  no,  that  will  he  carrying  the  joke 
too  far  ; let  her  choice  decide  between  us. 

Pei.  Well,  well,  he  it  so. 

Pel.  She  comes;  mind  now,  we  rest  on  our  own  simple 
merits.  No  advantage  is  to  he  taken  on  either  side. 

Enter  Jeannette  from  Cottage. 

TEIO. 

Jea.  Wonderful ! wonderful ! who  would  have  thought — 

Pei.  What  is  so  wonderful ! Pray  let  me  know. 

Pel.  And  me  too. 

Jea.  The  gypsies — 

Pel.  The  gypsies — just  so. 

J ea.  Old  Harry  himself  must  those  gypsies  have  taught. 
Pel.  They  said — 

Jea.  Oh  ! such  a deal  they  told ! 

Pel.  The  same  grand  story,  good  hut  old, 

That  they  have  told  in  days  of  yore, 

They  promised  husbands,  five  or  more, 

Of  grand  children  at  least  a score, 

And  hinted  at  a coach  and  four. 

Jea.  No,  no,  no,  no,  indeed  you’re  wrong, 

They  did  not  sing  that  ancient  song ; 

Put  they  told  me  something  new, 

And  ev’ry  word  they  said  was  true. 

Pei.  Pel.  Tell  me,  tell  me  all  about  it, 

I am  anxious — do  not  doubt  it. 

Py  this  pretty  little  hand,  [ each  take  a hand. 
Which  no  hermit  could  withstand. 

I implore  you — I entreat, 

The  cunning  gypsies’  words  repeat. 

Jea.  You  are  curious,  need  I doubt  it, 

So  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it ; 

Put  I do  not  understand 

Why  you  (Pei.)  you  (Pel.)  thus  squeeze  my  hand. 

I’ll  the  gypsies  words  repeat, 

My  trembling  fingers  do  not  eat. 

Well,  to  begin — it  was  of  you  they  spoke. 

Pei.  Of  me — 

Pel.  Of  me — 

Jea.  Of  both. 

Pei.  Sf  Pel.  Nay,  nay,  you  joke. 

Jea.  They  said  the  one  upon  my  right — 

Pei.  Ah  ! meaning  me. 

Pel.  Yes,  yes,  that’s  he. 

Jea.  Though  not  unpleasing  to  the  sight— 
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Pri.  Good ! 

Eel.  Ha ! 

Jea.  "Was  quite  a gay  deceiver. 

Eel.  Whichever  told  you  that  believe  her. 

Jea.  Moreover  was  a Prince  in  station. 

Pri.  They  have  found  me  out,  vexation ! 

Eel.  I am  struck  with  admiration ! 

Jea.  Prithee,  why  this  consternation  ? 

Eel.  But  when  at  last  the  gypsies  came 

To  him  upon  the  left — not  just  the  same 
The  story  was. 

Jea.  No  ! that  is  true. 

Eel.  Of  course,  of  course,  as  much  I knew. 

Jea.  Of  libertines  the  gypsies  told  me  none 
Could  match  the  Prince. 

Eel.  That’s  right. 

Jea.  Excepting  one. 

Pri.  And  that  is — who  ? 

Eel.  Pray  who  ? 

Pri.  Pray  who  ? 

Jea.  A gentleman  of  noble  birth, 

But  still  the  saddest  rake  on  earth, 

In  short  sir — you  ! [to  Eel. 

Jea.  A Prince  and  a Lord,  each  a terrible  rake, 

Who  think  ev’ry  heart  without  trouble  to  take ; 

But  fowlers  their  prey  are  not  certain  to  catch, 

And  libertines  often,  have  met  with  their  match. 

I’m  an  innocent  maid,  to  be  rude  I am  loth, 

But  still  I must  have  a good  laugh  at  you  both. 

Pri.  <$f  Eel.  A comical  figure,  it  strikes  me,  we  make, 

All  gypsies  deserve  to  be  burn’d  at  the  stake. 

In  pious  old  times  with  a faggot  and  match, 

We  easily  might  have  got  rid  of  the  batch. 

That’s  an  innocent  maiden,  but  still,  by  my  troth, 
She’s  highly  delighted  to  laugh  at  us  both. 

Pri.  But  tell  'me,  sweet  girl,  you  will  dance  with  me  at  the 
festival  ? 

Eel.  Aye,  Jeannette,  you  will  dance  with  me  at  the 
festival  ? 

Pri.  You’ll  excuse  me,  sir,  but  I asked  first. 

Eel.  Well  sir,  I asked  second — what  then  ? 

Pri.  Nothing ! Jeannette  shall  decide  it.  Your  choice, 
my  charmer,  which  is  to  be  the  happy  man  ? 

Eel.  Aye,  Jeannette,  which  is  it?  Don’t  be  afraid  to 
speak  out. 

Jea.  La  ! your  honour,  indeed  I cannot  tell  which. 

Eel.  Why  this  embarrassment?  Surely  you  cannot  be 
insensible  to  my  passion  ? 

Pri.  Nor  mine  ? 
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Jea.  Oh  no,  you  press  me  so  warmly,  it  is  impossible  to  be 
insensible;  really  I don’t  know  what  to  say,  you  are  both 
young. 

Pel.  Yes,  I’m  only  just  turned  one-and- twenty. 

Pei.  And  I am  just  of  age. 

Pel.  Don’t  believe  him ; never  mind  appearances — he’s  a 
great  deal  older  than  he  looks — he’ll  be  as  . grey  as  a badger  in 
another  twelvemonth. 

Pei.  S’death,  sir  ! what  mean  you  ? 

Pel.  Why  you  know  you  are  rather  old ! 

Jea.  Then  you’re  both  very  handsome. 

Pel.  Do  you  think  so  ? She’s  an  excellent  taste.  [aside, 

Pei.  A devilish  sensible  girl  upon  my  soul.  [aside, 

Jea.  And  then  you  both  appear  extremely  accomplished. 

Pei.  I flatter  myself,  that  on  my  part  appearances  are  not 
deceitful,  could  you  but  hear  my  lute  in  your  praise. 

Pel.  Or  mine  ! I taught  him. 

Pei.  Were  I but  your  partner  in  the  dance  ! 

Pel.  Or  I ; — he’s  apt  to  have  the  cramp. 

Jea.  No  doubt  you  would  both  excel.  I am  convinced  of  it, 
and  I only  regret  I cannot  have  both.  To  decide  in  favour  of 
one  when  both  are  deserving,  is  painful,  yet  I must  do  so. 

Pel.  Who  is  it  ? 

Pei.  Ah ! who  is  it  ? 

Jea.  I cannot  name  him,  but  a hint  will  be  sufficient, — the 
man  I love  will  meet  me  in  this  arbour  this  evening  at  nine 
o’clock.  [ significantly  looking  by  turns  at  each. 

Pel.  This  arbour,  I knew  it  was  me ; lucky  Pelix. 

Pei.  She  has  fixed  upon  me — this  is  the  arbour,  how  could 
Pelix  think  she  would  choose  him  ? I will  be  punctual  as  time, 
my  love.  [aside  to  her . 

Pel.  You  may  rely  on  me  Jeannette,  I’ll  be  there  to  the 
moment.  [aside  ~to  Jea. 

Jea,  Well,  then  gentlemen,  you  will  for  the  present  excuse 
me ; we  shall  see  each  other  again,  remember  nine  o’clock,  and 
now  farewell,  you  know  which  arbour  I mean..  [significantly. 

Pel.  Oh  ! yes,  yes,  farewell ! 

Pei.  Parewell ! the  man  you  love  won’t  fail  to  meet  you,  I 
warrant  him.  ( exit  Jea.  into  cottage.')  Pelix  thinks  he’s  the 
man  ; how  he’ll  be  disappointed.  [aside. 

Pel.  {aside)  The  Prince  is  finely  taken  in.  Prince  will  you 
excuse  me  for  half-an-hour  or  so — I’ve  a little  business  hard  by 
— I must  separate  from  him.  [aside. 

Pei.  Oh  ! certainly,  with  the  greatest  pleasure — I’ve  a little 
engagement  myself.  I wanted  to  get  rid  of  him.  [aside. 

Pel.  We  shall  meet  bye  and  bye,  you  know,  when  I’ve 
settled  my  business, — good  bye.  I shall  kick  him  famously. 
(aside) — you  won’t  want  me. 


£ ei  By  no  means ; good  bye— take  care  of  yourself,  {exit 
Bel.)  I’m  glad  he’s  gone  I shall  have  her  all  to  myself ; the 
time  will  soon  arrive. 

SONG. — Prince.  * 

(i  The  Trysting  Hour.” 

Give  place  unto  the  shades  of  night, 

Thou  tedious  glare  of  day, 

My  weary  eyes  desire  no  light, 

Except  the  moon’s  soft  ray, 

Or  let  some  little  twinkling  star 
Pise  from  its  ocean  home, 

And  gently  tell  me  from  afar, 

The  trysting  hour  is  come. 

Soon  shall  I meet  my  love  alone, 

And  breathe  into  her  ear, 

In  tender  deep  impassion’d  tone, 

What  none  but  she  must  hear. 

And  for  a loving  fond  reply, 

I humbly  shall  beseech  ; 

Until  she  answer  with  a sigh, 

More  eloquent  than  speech. 

Enter  Countess,  r. 

Cou.  Jeannette  has  played  her  part  admirably, 
how  sweet  thou  art,  I must  punish  them  yet. 

SCENA. — Countess. 

RECIT. 

All  thoughts  of  love  are  from  my  bosom  banished, 

The  dreams  from  which  I drew  my  life  have  vanished ; 
And  in  my  mind 

A fierce  desire  of  vengeance  leave  behind. 

ANDANTE. 

Oh  deepest  wound — oh  bitt’rest  pain  ! 

When  we  are  forced  to  learn 
That  love  has  been  bestow’d  in  vain, 

And  brings  us  no  return. 

That  every  speaking  tender  smile, 

Was  fashion’d  only  to  beguile, 

That  vows  repeated  o’er  and  o’er, 

Were  sounds  unmeaning,  nothing  more. 

RECIT. 

Yes  only  for  revenge  I live, — 

Nay  is  it  so  ? 

Perhaps  myself  I scarcely  know. 

If  my  false  lover  now  were  here, 

And  sued  for  mercy — much  I fear, 

The  penitent  I should  forgive. 


[exit  l. 
Oh  revenge 


ALLEGrEETTO . 

Faithless  lover — who  hast  stray’d 
To  worship  at  another  shrine, 

Be  thy  fall  confession  made, 

Humbly  for  my  pardon  ask, 

Oh  not  hard  will  he  the  task, 

And  I will  own  my  heart  is  thine ; 

When  for  love  alone  we  live, 

Love  must  teach  us  to  forgive. 

Cou.  How  for  the  Bailie,  Mr.  Bailie,  Mr.  Bailie,  [calls. 

Enter  Bailie  from  Chateau. 

Bai.  Eh ! what ! why  what’s  all  this  ? can  I never  eat  my 
capon  in  peace  ? Eh  ! gipsies  ! oh ! the  hussies ! . the  baggages  ! 
away  ! off ! vanish  ! or  I’ll  send  you  both  to  prison  directly. 

Cou.  Oh,  your  worship,  we’ve  discovered  such  a plot. 

Bai.  Eh  ! a plot  ? what  plot  ? not  a plot  to  steal  my  poultry 
or  seduce  my  pigs  I hope. 

Com  You’re  ruined  your  worship. 

Bai.  Buined  ! oh ! I hope  not.  Let  me  see  where’s  the  key 
‘of  my  strong  box  ? oh  all  safe,  so  am  I,  therefore  how  can  I he 
ruined. 

Com  Well  then  your  y or  ship,  there’s  a plot  to  carry  off  a 
Woman. 

Bai.  A what  ? eh — a woman  ? pshaw ! that’s  nothing  I 
should’nt  care  if  they  were  all  carried  off ; I was  afraid  some  of 
my  hens  were  in  jeopardy,  or  that  two  or  three  of  my  pigs  had 
strayed  into  the  pound. 

Com  Why  did’nt  your  worship  observe  two  very  ill  looking 
fellows,  lurking  here  ahouts  this  afternoon,  in  the  habit  of 
minstrels. 

Bai.  Minstrels  ? Yes,  now  I recollect,  I did  sure  enough, 
two  very  ill-looking  fellows  indeed,  almost  as  fierce  as  that 
cursed  brother  of  Jeannette. 

Cou.  Jeannette,  did  your  worship  say?  Why,  she  is  the 
very  person  we’re  speaking  of ; those  two  pretended  minstrels 
have  laid  a plot  to  run  away  with  her  this  very  evening,  at  nine 
o’clock. 

Bai.  Ah ! run  away  with  my  Jeannette ! Oh,  the  villains  ! 
the  ravishers ! If  I lose  her  I shall  lose  a thousand  crowns ; 
I’ll  go  and  raise  the  country — I thought  by  their  looks  they 
were  after  no  good,  hut  I’ll  take  care  of  them.  There,  there, 
take  that,  there’s  some  silver  for  you  (gives  money).  Ho,  no,  I 
don’t  want  my  fortune  told  ; go  home  and  bless  my  bounty  and 
be  merry.  By  rights  I ought  to  have  had  you  whipped.  You 
know  you’re  terrible  offenders — the  deaths  of  a great  number 
of  pigs  and  poultry  lie  at  your  door ; but  I forgive  you,  so  awa^ 
with  you — I’ll  take  care  of  the  rogues. 


Cou.  You  must  make  haste,  your  worship,  for  its  very  near 
nine  now. 

Bai.  I’ll  take  care,  I warrant  me. 

Cou.  Pray  have  no  mercy  on  them,  for  they  are  shocking 
fellows,  they  mean  to  pass  themselves  off — the  one  as  the  Prince 
of  Provence,  and  the  other  as  his  friend,  Count  Pelix. 

Bat.  They  do,  do  they  ? I’ll  soon  make  them  tell  another 
story,  never  fear. 

Con.  That’s  right,  your  worship,  punish  them  well. 

Bai.  Leave  me  alone  for  that ; aye,  aye,  I’ll  teach  them  to 
trifle  with  authority  in  this  way.  [ exit  l. 

Con.  Excellent ! but  we  have  not  done  yet.  Hey ! here 
comes  Jeannette.  I’ll  away  to  Amelia.  [exit  e. 

Enter  Jeannette. 

C02TCEETED  PIECE. 

Jea.  Its  getting  dark,  its  getting  late, 

Lucas  dear, 

Will  soon  he  here. 

Enter  Peince. 

Pei.  ’Tis  near  the  time,  so  here  I’ll  wait. 

[retires  to  arbour , i. 

Enter  Eelix. 

Eel.  The  Prince  I surely  shall  checkmate. 

Clock  strikes  Nine.~\  [retires  to  arbour , k. 

Pei.  Eel. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  and  nine. 
In  what  a flutter  is  this  heart  of  mine. 

Enter  Lucas  from  back. 

The  hour  has  struck,  she  is  not  here  as  yet, 

I’ll  call,  Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! 

There’s  that  empty  coxcomb  bawling, 

There’s  his  stupid  highness  calling. 

Spare  your  lungs,  it  will  not  do, 

I’m  a better  man  than  you. 

Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! 

Make  haste,  dear  girl,  make  haste, 

The  precious  time  you  waste. 

Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! Jeannette  ! Jeannette ! 

That,  that  is  Lucas’  voice  I know, 

Male  voices,  eh ! Who’s  there  ! Halloah ! 

I! 

I! 

And  who  the  deuce  is  I ? 

And  why  sir,  are  you  skulking  here  ? Yes,  why  ? 

’Tis  Lucas’  voice — this  way— this  way, 

Eel.  Which  way,  which  way,  what  mean  you  pray ! 


Jea. 


Lnc. 

Pei. 

Eel. 

Pei. 

Eel. 

Lnc. 


Jea. 

Lnc. 

Eel. 

Phi. 

Luc. 

Jea. 
Pm.  Sf 


Lug.  That  I am  right,  I’ll  prove  by  this.  [hisses  her. 

Pei.  Sf  Pel.  What  is  that  horrid  sound  ? A kiss. 

a 4. 

Pei.  Sf  Pel.  (in  arbour.)  Oh,  my  state  of  mind  is  frightful, 

Oh,  I’m  getting  very  spiteful, 

I shall  cut  your  throat,  my  friend, 

And  bring  these  follies  to  an  end. 

Luc.  Sf  Jea.  (c.)  These  are  moments  most  delightful, 

Such  as  make  a rival  spiteful ; 

Would  that  they  could  never  end, 

Portune  don’t  too  many  send.  [they  retire}  b. 

Enter  Bailie  and  Villagers , c. 

? villagers.)  Pall  hack,  fall  hack,  a little  back, 

I know  we’re  on  the  proper  track. 

Wait  there  until  I call. 

Pei.  Though  of  me  a fool  they  make, 

Yengeance  on  the  spot  I’ll  take. 

[they  each  rush  from  their  arhour  and  seize  Bai. 
Deceiver  ! 

Palse  friend ! 

Oh  ! thou  viper  ! 

Thou  snake ! 

Help  ! Murder ! murder  ! how  you  shake  ; 

Don’t  strangle  me,  for  mercy  sake. 

Enter  Servants  with  lights. 

The  Bailie ! 

The  Bailie ! 

The  Bailie ! 

Pel.  Confusion ! 

A dream  this  must  be,  an  accursed  illusion. 

At  once  the  sanguinary  Tarquins  seize. 

At  once  the  villains  we  will  seize, 

And  do  with  them  whate’re  you  please. 

Knock  them  down  and  lock  them  up, 

They  on  prison  fare  shall  sup. 

Knock  them  down,  &c. 

Enter  Countess  and  Amelia. 

Cou.  Yes,  if  you  have  some  dungeon  dark  and  deep, 

Some  subterranean  cave,  or  castle-keep, 

Where  sunbeams  never  deign  to  peep ; 

There  let  them  lie,  and  pine,  and  weep. 

Pei.  Sf  Pel.  Hay,  ladies,  we  should  go  to  sleep. 

Re-enter  Lucas,  with  pitchforh,  and  Jeannette,  who  unobserved 
goes  close  to  Peince  and  Pelix. 

I’ll  guard  them  well,  rely  on  my  assistance, 

And  kill  them,  if  they  dare  to  show  resistance. 


Bai. 


Pel. 


Pel. 

Pei. 

Pel. 

Pei. 

Bai. 


Pei. 
Pel. 
Bai. 
Pbi.  ^ 

Bai. 

Cho. 

Bai. 

Cho. 


Luc. 
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ENSEMBLE. 

Cou.  Ame.  Bai.  Ltjc.  and  Chorus. 

Knock  them  down  and  lock  them  up, 

Soon  on  sorrow  they  shall  sup  ; 

Vile  seducers  such  as  they, 

Should  ne’er  behold  the  light  of  day. 

Away  with  them,  away ! 

Eel.  Sf  Pei.  (to  each  other.')  Comrade,  keep  your  spirits  up, 
Though  on  sorrow  we  must  sup ; 

We’ve  a lesson  learnt  to-day, 

That  never  shall  he  thrown  away. 

Eor  folly  this  our  pay. 

Jea.  Gentles,  keep  your  spirits  up, 

If  between  the  lip  and  cup, 

There  has  been  a slip  to-day, 

The  lesson  won’t  be  thrown  away. 

Keep  up  your  spirits,  pray. 

CLOSED  IN’. 

Scene  II. — Interior  of  a rustic  stable.  Enter  Countess  at  one  of 
the  wings , she . crosses  the  stage  and  peeps  into  the  other. 

Cou.  They  sleep — well,  let  them,  for  their  waking  will  not 
be  so  pleasant.  The  adventure  of  last  night,  for  them,  will  not 
bear  this  morning’s  reflection. 

BALLAD. — Sopeano. 

Sleep,  thou  fickle  rover,  sleep, 

Let  thy  dream  of  conquest  be, 

Hearts  that  ache  and  eyes  that  weep, 

Nought  but  pleasure  bring  to  thee  ; 

Let  thy  thoughts  triumphant  roam 
Over  all  that’s  young  and  fair, 

Soon  the  waking  hour  will  come, 

Of  that  hour  beware,  beware. 

When  the  dream  that  paints  the  night, 

Scared  by  memory  flits  away, 

Thou  wilt  find  not  half  so  bright, 

To  the  world  that’s  lit  by  day  ; 

Humbled  then  will  be  thy  pride, 

And  thy  soaring  heart  will  droop, 

Dreams  on  clouds  can  bid  thee  ride, 

Daylight’s  truths  will  make  thee  stoop. 

Enter  Eelix  yawning . 

How  confoundly  hard  that  hussey  Ninon  has  made  my  bed ; 
I must  positively  discharge  her  if  she  goes  on  this  way;  one 
might  as  well  lie  in  a bramble  bush. 


30 


Enter  Pbince  yawning. 

Here  Louis  ! bring  my  morning  gown,  and  tell  Claude  to  get 
the  chocolate  ready. 

Pel.  Yaw,  aw  ! I must  take  another  turn. 

Pm.  Yaw,  aw ! one -good  turn  deserves  another. 

[they  enter , in  doing  which  they  stumble  against  each  other 
with  great  force. 

Eh  ! why  what  the  devil  is  this  ? 

Fel.  Prince ! 

Pm.  Felix,  why  where  are  we  ? 

Fel.  Hot  in  a palace,  that’s  for  certain.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Prince,  you  forgot  our  adventure  last  night  with  the  pretty 
Jeannette. 

Pm.  Jeannette  ! oh  the  little  baggage,  plaguey  unlucky  the 
interruption  of  that  fool  of  a Bailie. 

Fel.  Yes,  for  you,  Prince. 

Pm.  Hay,  nay  for  you,  Felix,  methinks  by  the  favour  of 
those  kisses  you  imprinted  on  the  lips  of  the  pretty  Jeannette, 
your  happiness  must  have  been  complete. 

Fel.  Kisses  ! if  I had  any  hearing  or  know  what  the  sound 
of  a kiss  is,  you  were  giving  them  to  Jeannette  by  scores ; yes, 
yes  I must  confess  you  got  the  start  of  me,  therefore  forbear  to 
deride  me  further. 

Pm.  Ha ! my  veracity  impeached,  Felix  this  I cannot  put 
up  with ; I forgive  your  supplanting  me  with  the  girl,  but  an 
attack  upon  my  honour  I cannot  forgive  ! draw  sir ! 

Fel.  Oh  sir,  if  that’s  your  amusement,  I am  in  no  humour 
to  disappoint  you.  Come  on  sir,  why  zounds ! I have  no  sword ! 

Pei.  Confusion ! I forget  we  were  disarmed  last  night. 

Fel.  ’Tis  perplxing  i’  faith ; but  as  we  are  prevented  fighting, 
suppose  we  have  a few  words  together. 

Pm.  Words — we’ve  had  words  enough. 

Fel.  Did  you  or  did  you  not,  meet  with  the  pretty  J eannette 
last  night  ? 

Pm.  Ho  ; on  my  honour ! 

Fel.  Then  who  the  deuce  was  it  ? oh ! that  he  were  standing 
before  me  now. 

Enter  Lucas,  d.  l. 

Luc.  How  d’ye  do  ? there  you  are ! 

Pm.  Zounds ! fellow,  do  you  know  who  I am  ? 

Luc.  Ho  great  things  ; no  better  than  you  should  be. 

Pm.  Then  know,  fellow,  that  I am  the  Prince  of  Provence. 

Luc.  Prince  of  Provence ! then  you  have  got  a good  birth 
of  it. 

Pm.  ’Sdeath  ! I am  on  racks. 

Fel.  Cheer  up,  my  dear  fellow ; here  comes  relief,  though 
in  rather  an  ugly  shape. 
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Enter  Bailie  with  Villagers , l. 

Pei.  {aside.)  The  Bailie ! the  remedy  is  worse  than  the 
disease ! 

Bai.  Well,  ragamuffins  ! Well  culprits  ! What  have  you  to 
say  that  sentence  should  not  he  pronounced  upon  you  this  very 
morning?  Don’t  you  know,  criminals,  that  you  have  com- 
mitted petty  larceny  in  running  away  with  a woman ; one  too 
that  belongs  to  the  Bailie  of  Martigne,  which  makes  it  high 
treason. 

Pei.  We  did  not  run  away  with  her. 

Bai.  But  you  intended  it — it’s  all  the  same  in  law. 

Pel.  Neither  does  she  belong  to  you. 

Bai.  But  she  will,  and  that’s  the  same  thing  in  equity  ; hut 
I must  examine  you  : here  clerk,  take  down  the  proceedings. 

Enter  Messenger , l. 

Mess . A letter  for  your  worship. 

Bai.  Give  it  me,  youth.  Hum  ! hum  ! official ! 

Pei.  A letter  from  the  court ! 

Pel.  Hark  ye,  Master  Bailie,  we  are  in  your  power;  let  us 
depart,  and  two  well  filled  purses  shall  he* your  reward. 

Bai.  Eh  ! what ! two  well  filled  purses  ? Oh,  the  villains 
attempt  to  bribe  the  Bailie  of  Martigne ! Here,  Louis ! 
Prancois ! seize  these  fellows ! take  all  their  money  away ! here, 
give  it  me,  I’ll  take  care  of  it ; let  us  get  out  of  temptation  as 
fast  as  we  can.  [ takes  purses. 

Pei.  What  a consummate  scoundrel ! what  an  infernal  scrape 
we  have  got  into  ! 

Bai.  Two  well  filled  purses,  upon  my  word ! Very  few 
magistrates  would  have  resisted  this.  Oh  ! what  a blessing  it 
is,  to  have  such  an  impartial,  incorruptible  member  of  justice  as 
myself  in  a village.  I must  keep  these  safe  to  prevent  their 
further  mischief  ( poclcets  them.)  Now  then,  rogues ! hark  ye, 
caitiffs ! know  that  I have,  in  my  great  care,  slept  over  your 
case  all  night ; and  having  received  notice  that  the  Countess  of 
Martigne  and  her  friend  Amelia  mean  to  honour  our  festival 
to-day  with  their  presence,  to  add  to  the  variety  of  the  amuse- 
ments prepared  for  them,  I have  determined  you  shall  be 
punished  before  them. 

Pei.  I can  bear  it  no  longer ; lead  me  directly  to  the  Countess, 
if  she  does  acknowledge  me  to  be,  as  I have  said,  the  Prince  of 
Provence,  I demand  my  liberty,  and  vengeance  on  those  who  so 
falsely  accuse  me. 

Pel.  And  I the  same. 

Bai.  Here’s  the  world  turned  upside  down ; here’s  perversion 
of  rank  and  dignity ; criminals  demanding  and  commanding  a 
judge. 
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Enter  Amelia,  l. 

A me.  Oh  ! pray,  your  worship,  let  them  go  ; I’ll  undertake 
the  Countess  won’t  know  anything  at  all  about  them. 

Fel.  Why  this  is  one  of  those  cursed  gypsies  that  exposed 
us  to  Jeannette. 

Bai.  It  shall  he  so — I’ll  take  them  at  their  words ; bring 
away  those  knaves  ; bring*  them  along, — bring  them  along,  the 
rascals  ! bring  them  along.  [ 'exeunt . 

Scene  IY. 

The  Village , prepared  for  the  Festival  of  the  Rosier e. 

BALLET. 

Enter  Bailie,  Pbince,  Felix,  and  Lucas,  l. 

Bai.  Bring  them  along ! bring  them  along ! where  is  the 
Countess?  oh,  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Countess  and  Amelia,  l. 

COHCEBTED  PIECE. 

Cou.  Mr.  Bailie,  who  are  these  ? 

Bai.  Two  great  rascals,  if  you  please. 

SOLO. 

The  blackest  of  villains  are  these  upon  earth, 

They  look  upon  wickedness  only  as  mirth, 

Our  wives  they  cajole,  and  our  daughters  they  kiss, 

To  them  does  a petticoat  ne’er  come  amiss. 

They  stop  at  our  windows  and  sing  serenades, 

And  all  sorts  of  stuff  to  decoy  foolish  maids. 

When  the  stars  are  twinkling, 

Their  guitars  are  tinkling ; 

Saucy  girls  are  list’ning, 

Boguish  eyes  are  glist’ning, 

Then  come  kindly  greetings, 

Then  appointed  meetings — 

Meet  me  by  the  willow  tree, 

Meet  me  by  the  oak, 

By  the  aspen  let  it  be — 

Here’s  a pretty  joke  ! 

Young  damsels  are  cozen’d  and  husbands  are  fool’d, 

The  village  it  seems  by  Old  Harry  is  school’d  ; 

And  what  is  more — you’ll  scarcely  think  it  true— 

These  rascals  say  they’re  intimate  with  you. 
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Cou.  Well,  well,  I know  them  slightly,  I confess ; 

To  tell  the  truth — 

Fel.  (aside.)  She  could  not  say  much  less.  • 

Pei.  Matilda ! 

Con.  Prince ! 

Bai.  A Prince  then,  after  all, 

Here’s  a pretty  business ! 

I feel  quite  a dizziness  ! 

The  value  of  my  neck  is  sadly  small ! 

Ahe.  (disguised.)  And  you’re  Count  Felix. 

Fee.  Why,  I vow, 

The  gipsey’s  here  ! 

Ame.  ( throws  of  disguise.)  Am  I a gipsey  now  ? 

Fel.  The  deuce ! 

f Pei.  That  other  gipsey,  where  is  she  ? 

Fel.  Yes,  yes,  that  other  gipsey  ? 

Con.  You  mean  me  ! 

Con.  Sf  Ame.  Dainty,  fickle  butterfly, 

Over  fields  and  meadows  wandering, 

With  the  pretty  fiow’rs  philandering, 

Casting  ev’rywhere  an  eye — 

Faithless  lover,  fie,  oh,  fie  ! 

[the  Cou.  sings  to  Pur.,  Ame.  to  Fel. 

Fel.  (to  Ame.)  Fair  lady,  this  is  very  fine  ! 

Pei.  (to  Con.)  Fair  lady,  this  is  rather  cool ! 

Fel.  Have  you  forgot  what  wrongs  are  mine  ? 

Pei.  Remember,  I’m  not  quite  a fool ! 

Fel.  A certain  lady,  but  a short  time  since, 

Bestow’d  upon  a certain  Prince 
A certain  locket.  Ha  ! have  you  forgot  ? 

Ame.  Produce  it,  Prince. 

Pei.  Indeed,  I have  it  not. 

Con.  (to  Fel.)  Perhaps  sir  of  a scarf  you’ve  taken  care — (he 
shakes  his  head)  Ho  ? 

Ame.  Ho  ! 

Con.  Sf  Ame.  (The  former  produces  scarf  the  latter  locket). 

Then  here  behold  those  treasures  rare. 

Pei.  8f  Fel.  Oh  what  a pair  of  precious  fools  we  are. 

Con.  Sf  Ame.  If  truly  penitent  you  feel, 

Down  at  my  feet  sir  humbly  kneel, 

And  from  my  hands  this  gift  receive, 

A sign,  that  I your  sins  forgive. 

Pei  Fel.  (kneel)  My  sins  are  great  I deeply  feel, 

And  at  your  feet  I humbly  kneel, 

Be  kind  and  henceforth  while  you  live, 

There  shall  be  nothing  to  forgive. 

Bai.  (drops  on  knees)  If  I have  sinn’d  from  over  zeal, 

Here  like  the  rest  I humbly  kneel. 

If  you’ll  a little  whipping  give 
I’ll  take  it,  only  let  me  live. 

c 
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Pei.  ITa ! ha ! ha ! ’tis  a day  of  general  amnesty  we  must 
forget  and  forgive,  you  are  a very  vigilant  officer. 

Fel.  Yes,  a very  incorruptible,  impartial  magistrate,  and 
perfectly  above  taking  a bribe ; only  I’ll  thank  you  to  return  our 
two  purses — but  come  now  for  the  festival. 

Pei.  "Who  is  the  happy  fair  one,  Bailie  ? who  is  to  be  blessed 
with  the  garland  of  the  Bosiere  ? 

Bai.  Behold  her  my  lord  ! she  comes  ! 

Fel.  Jeannette ! 

Pei.  The  charming  Jeannette ! 

Con.  Yes,  you  have  no  objection  have  you  Prince? 

Pei.  By  no  means,  it  gives  me  the  greatest  pleasure. 

Ame.  Nor  you  Felix  ? 

Fel.  Not  the  slightest. 

[Music — enter  Jea.,  with  the  elders  of  the  village — the  maire , 
cure,  gened'  armes,  musicians , banner  bearers , village  lads 
and  lasses , Sfc.,  in  procession — and  Luc.  e. 

Bai.  Lovely  Jeannette,  as  the  most  virtuous  maid  in  the 
village,  you  are  entitled  to  a thousand  crowns  and  the  choice  of 
a husband. 

Jea.  And  the  choice  I exercise  thus,  ( takes  Ltjc.  hand.)  This, 
your  ladyship,  is  a brave  soldier  whom  I have  loved  from  child- 
hood. 

Fel.  I say  Bailie,  how  do  you  feel  now  ? 

Bai.  Feel, — why  I feel  that  at  the  time  of  a festival,  one  is 
bound  to  be  satisfied  with  everything. 

Con.  Even  with  an  inconstant  lover. 

FINALE. 

Holiday — holiday ! 

Celebrate  our  holiday ! 

’Tis  the  queenly  blooming  rose, 

That  our  festival  bestows, 

Wreaths  of  roses  do  we  wear. 

Scent  of  roses  fills  the  air ; 

Boses  from  the  trees  are  hung, 

Boses  on  our  paths  are  flung. 

Short  will  be  the  roses  reign, 

Let  it  not  have  bloom’d  in  vain, 

Snatch  bright  moments  while  you  may, 

And  celebrate  our  holiday. 

FESTIVAL. 
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